|

—

= -

i i

P. B. CONN, PUBLISHER

CORNER MARKET AND 4TH

e
e

3 Wleekly Fourmal, Devotoy fo Smerica

3
I

$2

PER ANNUM

INVARIABLY IN gnnnon.

—— T D e A A N e

ce, A

——— e e

Z. RAGAN, Editor and Proprietor,

STEUBENVILER:—

BY W. O. BAYANY.

A mighty realm is the Land of Dreams,
With steeps that hang in the twilight sky,

And weltering oceans aad trailing streams,
That gleam where the dusky valleys lie.

But over its shadowy burder flow

Sweet rays from the world of endless morn,
And the nearer fountains catch the glow,

And the flowers in the nearer fields are born.

The souls of the happy dead repair,
From their bowers of light, to that bordering
And walk in the fainter glory there, [land,
With the souls of the living hand in Land,

One calm, sweet smile, in that shadowy sphere,
From the eyes that open on earth no more—

‘One warning word from & voice once dear,—
How they rise iu the memory o’er and o'er!

Far off from those hills that shine by day,
The fields that bloom in the heavenly gales,
“The Land of Dreams goes stretching away
To dimmer wountains and darker vales,

There lie the chamburs of guilty delight,
There walk the spectres of guilty fear,

And soft low voices, that float through thenight,
Are whispering sin in the helpless ear.

"Denr waid, in thy childbood's opening flower,
Scarce weaned from the love of childish play'

The tears on whose cheeks are but the shower
That freshens the early bloom of May!

Thine eyes are closed, and over thy brow
Pass thoughtful shadows and joyous gleams,

And I Xnow, by thy moving lips, that now
Thy spirit strays in the Land of Dreams.

Light-hearted maiden, O, heed thy feet!
O keep where that beam of Paradise falls,
Aund only wander where thou may’st meet
The blessed ones frow its shining walls.

S0 shalt thou come from the Land of Drearhs,
With love aud peace to this world of strife ;

And the light that over that border streams
Bhall lie on the path of thy daily life.
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Seleet Tule.

THE EBONY CASKET.
A LEGEND OF HUTCHINSON-HOUSE.

BY ELLEN LUUISE CHANDLER,
Author of “This, that, and the other.”

[ coNCLUDED. ]

He ruised his eyes to Heaven as if in-
ploring a beediction, then bending over
we he placed the riog on the fourth finger
of wy left band. “My wedding-finger !’
I said, in an accent of inquiry.

«Yes, Ida, bride of my spirit, with this
ring I thee wed I Then drawing me close
to his heart, for the first time lﬁnt night,
he covered check, lip and brow with his
passionate kisses, lle drew the pins from
my hair, and let it float over my shoulders
in heavy, rippling waves. Then he took a
clasp-knife from his pocket, and severing
one long tress he wound it round his fing-
er, and fastening it with one of the gold

ins he had so often seen me wear, placed
it in his bosom. “See there, Isa, the
woon has gone down long ago, and those
are the rosy morning clouds in the east ; 1
have kept you here all night, but it is the
Jast time, Come out to the door; no, you
shall not, you are not able, I will say good-
bye here, | must.”

Again and again he strained me wildl
to his heart and half-smothered me wi
his kisses, then putting me down he rush-
ed from the room, sprang upon his horse,
and soon I could hear the steps as of a no-
ble steed urged to its quickest speed. At
last I wept—it seemed as if every footstep
was pressed upon wy heart.

I need not dwell on those long months
of agony which followed that fearful night.
I would see no oue save Barbara, except
that sometimes kind Dr. Hawilton would
force his way to my room, and vainly try
to persuade me to go to his more cheerful
home. I staid constantly in the drawing-
room, it was the spot where I had seen
him lust, and beside, there hung my moth-
et's pioture with its kind eyes. Three
days before Reginald's twenty-first birth-
day I heard of his father's death ; he had
ﬁﬂan from his horse, in leaping & danger-
ous ravine, mﬁl&d fﬂi:n inte:;nl injury.
At the appoi mo I receiv ,ﬂ:muﬁh
my guu![\;',cl'linthc prpwised deed of Hutch-
inson-house. It wilb signed by Reginald
Percy. Oh, how weﬂqg t of these
bold, free 8 nf§ untamed
heart beat and throb,

At e:fhtun 1 was besutiful as ever, but
it was the beauty of mature womanhood.
Thoso two years of suffering had oblitera-

ted every trace of gielishness. I went
mcwhg into society, chisperoned by the
tle wife of my dian.

He seemod so devoted to my interests, s0

sincerely anxious for my happivess, that I
was wi]lin%tu give him the satisfaction of
faneying that be promoted it. He had
never kunown of *my engagement to Regi-

= | nald Perey, and knowing that he was my

cousin, bie often mentioned him.  One cold
winter morning, just after my nineteenth
birthday, he and Mrs. Hamilton were my
guests at breakfast. The Doctor looked
over the morning paper and hand it care-
lessly to me. My eye chanced to glance
down the column headed “Fashionsble
Intelligence,” aud this paragraph met my
eye: *“I'here is, we believe, a better foun-
dation than rumors generally can boust,
for the repurt we mentioned yesterduy of
the engagement of Sir Regivald Percy of
Percy Hall, to the belle of the past year,
the beantiful Miss llsley.”

By long practice I had acquired greut
self-control, but it required a strong cffort
to speak in my usual tone. I put down
the paper, and remarked very calmly—
“So Grisi sings to-night 1"’

“Yes, and you will go at last, I hope,”
and Mrs. Hamilton glanced inquiringly up
from her toast and coffve.

“Yes, Isa,” added the Doctor, “you
surely ought, for your cousin Reginald will
be there of course with his new fiancee.
We have the use of u certain nobleman's
private box just now, and as it happens to
command a good view of General lllsley's,
sou can see aud not be seen it that's any
inducement for you.”

“Thank you,” I said, with a forced
smile, “I belicve that even I, hermit as
you call we, have u spice of such a wo-
manly weakuess as curiosity, so I will
prove it by accepting your invitation.”

That afternoon, when Barbara had fast-
ened my dress, I sent her down-stairs. 1
wished to look well for the suke of my
grunrdiaw, and I resolved to wear some of
my mother's jewels. I had unlocked the
ebony casket and was looking over the or-
naments, when my eye chanced to fall on
the paper containing the notice of Regi-
nald’s engugement—my hands trembled
and the casket fell to the floor. The jew-
els rolled out upon the carpet, and as I
raised the casket, I perecived that the jar
had loosened aseeretspring, which I'should
have noticed long before had I examined
it as carefully as my father evidently ex-
pected. It revealed a fulse bottow, be-
neath which there were some folded pa-
pers. The first I opened was a certificute
of marriage between Grenville Hutchin-
son and Inez Gaspare. I sank upon my
knees, and my cheeks were bathed in the
first happy tears I had shed since the fear-
ful day on which my father died. “Thank
God, thank God !” was the burden of my
ery—*“Thank God that she was innocent,
my sweet, beautiful mother !”

An hour had passed before I could com-
wand myielf sufficiently to examine the
remaining papers. The first I read was a
long letter from my mother. The hand
was peculiarly light and graceful, she had
evidently been educated with great care.
It seemed that my father had doubted her
truth, and relentlessly cast her from him.

18She had full proofs of the fulsity of his

suspicions, but she was too proud, in her
injured innocence, to adduce them. She
wrote the letter from time to time, during
a lingering illness, to be sent to him after
her death, with her child two years old.
It was very sweet and touching. She
spoke s gently as possible of the story of
her wrongs, and then she said—*I have
told you all this, my busband, that when I
am dead you may stand over my grave
with o lonni heart; that you may say to
yourself—'She was my own true wife,’
and that Iwkiﬂi:n the deep eyes of our
baby you may her trustingly to your
heart, and love her for the sake of your
poor Inez’ There was no word ulI ro-

roachin it. She quite acquitted him of

lame, and loved bim to the last. Perhaps
this was the very reason he blamed him-
solf with such unsparing rigor.

The remaining paper was a letter to me
from that beloved father. It was evident-
ly written but a few days before he confl-
ded the casket to my charge. The char-
aoters were so hurried as to be almost il-
legible, and it was blotted here and there
with tears. He told me that my mother
was the daughter of a noble family ; that
be had seen her in hor fresh besuty and
girlish innocence, and learncd to love her
as few ever love. His passion was return-
od with all the warmth of hor Southern
tomperament. They were married seoret-
Iy, but lawfully, and not s single cloud ob-
soured the first two years of their wedded
life. When I was a year old, however,
he was led by the ingenious contrivances
of an arch-fiend to doubt her truth. He
left her, without even seeking an explana-
tion, whioh he saw io possibility of her
heing able to give. He loved her too fond-
ly even then to take her child from her.
He piotured in a fow vivid sentences the
agony of that last time he looked upon
her li'ving face, e came home and stole

He |into her room for a farewell look. 8he lay

thete sleeping, with hor child's head upon

her breast. For one moment he wax
tempted to believe her innocent, but the
proofs of her guilt seemed too positive.
He bent over her and pressed his lips mad-
ly, passionately upon her brow. She turn-
ed over with a sweet smile, and whispered
his name, without waking. “Hypocrite,
even in sleep,” he muttered, and sitting
down at her tuble, wrote her n note full of
the most scathing und terrible reproaches,
and ended it with an impassioned farewell
forever. Fura year ho believed he had
done right, but he saw not a single hour of
rest,  Her swoet, silvery voice would star-
tle him even from his dreams, At last he
resolved to lovk once more upon her face.
His soul eried out, hungry for her presence,
and would not be satisticd. The next duy
he resolved to set out. That evening there
reached him a trusty messenger, who gave
him her marviage certificate, her letter and
their child. Too late! too Jate! Hence-
forth there wus for him no hope of earth-
ly pardon. 'The true heart had Joved too
vainly, too fuithfully, and so it broke.
There was to him no heritage bul a mew-
ory and a grave. This then, was the
wrong which had clouded his life with re-
morse, of which he had spoken to me so
shudderingly. Thank heaven it was no
worse, e had secreted these papers in
the cosket, because, except the certificate
of marriage, he was unwilling they should
meet any eye but my own. It had never
occurred to him that after all T might fail
to find them. His letter concluded with
an earnest prayer that I would judge him
as geutly as Fanight, that thinking on his
sufferings I would pity and forgive. Then
there was a postseript, teliing me that the
picture of the Italion singing.girl was the
portrait of my own sweet mother, as lie
first saw ber, at a fancy ball.

“Too late I was my first thought as I
luid down the letters. “Had Reginald
Percy but known this three years ago, 1
might have been his wife. Too late, too
late !”” Then I asked wmyself—“Ought I
to let him know it now !"* I resolved to
let that evening’s testimony in regard fo
his position be my guide, and smoothing
down the folds of my velvet robe, I fust-
ened a bandeau of pearls in my jetty braids,
and went down-staire.

Already Dr. Hamilton was waiting in
the drawing-room. He swiled when I en.
tered and escloimed, with a cordial shake
of the hand—

“Well, now, this is something like it
little woman. You look five years young-
er than you did this morning, and there's
such a light in your eyes as I haven’t seen
there this many a day.”

I do not know what the opera was that
night, I took no note of the performers.
I sabin a retired corner of the box secure
from obscrvation, My, and Mrs. Humilton
being fortunntely sufficiently occupied with
the spectacle to let me have my own way.
I could see every expression of face, every
movement in General 1lisley’s box dis-
tinetly. I recognized Marion at once.
She was tall now and very clegant, bat her
expression was the same. Her features
were absolutely perfect. Her golden hair
fell in long ringlets about her daszzling
white neck and shoulders. Her dress wos
of deep azure satin, with frills of point-
lace, and was singularly becoming to her
peculiar style. . An opera-cloak of violet-
colored velvet, lined with ermine, fell care-
lessly back, revealing the graceful waist,
the elegant bust, and the rounded arms,
with their pearl bracelets. She was more
beautiful even than T had ever imagived,
Beside her was Reginald, so like, and yet
so different. There was the same tint of
pure gold on his curling hair, the same
cloudless azure to his deep eye, and a cor-
responding grace of figure; and here the
resemblance ceased. Both faces were ex-
pressive in their way. Marion's betoken-
od a fearless self-complacency, s full sov.
ereignty of pride, and an admirable pow-
erof self-command and concealment, With
her face, o person jn an humbler sphere
would have been pronounced pnssionate,
self-willed and deceitful. But such words
were not adwissible in the charmed cirzle
where moved the accomplished Miss Tlls-
ley, and certainly none but a true physi-
ognomist could bave detected these ele-
ments in o character veiled by so sweet a
smile. Reginald's exprossion ‘was just
what I remembered i¢, bold, fearless, true.

He looked like one far above even the im- } the mother to Marion’s unhappy child,

putation of dishonor. He bad grown
more manly in the three ycars since our

tevests, Witerature,
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{my poor little orphan Bell. T am but
purished ns I deserve. 1 should have

4 1
lust meeting.  There was u look of forced |seen that love such as ours absolved me

composure about the mouth, as of one who
bad suffered deeply, The forehead had
two heavy lines across it, and his whole
air scemed that of one who had grown
woury of the world. Marion Illsley evi-
dently loved him. True, her calm cheek
wore no deeper erimson when he address-
ed her, but her swile brightened, and
ouce 1 suw her bosom throb tumultuously
as he bent over and spoke to her in o whis-
per.

If I had hated Marion Illsley less, I
should Lave been less afraid of treating
her unjustly. As it was, I formed my
resolution, with a stern sense of justiee,
at onee stoical und conscientious. She
loyed bim, I thought, and heaven forbid
that T, her enemy, should dash the cup of
happiness from her lips. He would be
wine in heaven. 8he should have himon
earth,  He should never see the marriuge
certificate which had made my mother's
memory a sacred thing! I resolved, and
my soul was at peace. Ile did not love
her. I, whom he had loved, could sec
that very clearly, He did not look into
her cyes, as in other days he had looked
into mine—not onee did his fuce kindle
with the beaming smiie, my lightest word
had had power to sumwmon. Yet, it was
evident, he thought her very fair to look
upon—he would tuke pride in her loveli-
ness. I renounced hiwm forever in this
world ; and there cawe to my soul a sweet
calmness, a looking unto heaven, which
was worth the sacrifice.  After that even-
ing [ saw them nomore, but in six mouths
I beard of their marriage. T received the
news very calmly, and that night, with a
lighter struggle than I had fancied it
would cost, 1 bent my knee in prayer, for
Reginald Percy and—his wife !

On my twenty-first birth-day I sat alone
in the drawing-room a% Hutchinson-house.
I wore the dregs of simple black silk,
which was now my habitual costume, and
smiled, as I looked in the glass, at the
very quict exterior “the old maid” had
learued to wear. My face wus that of
one who lived within herself; whose hopes
and wishes were not of this world. For
a time I watohed the light and shade steal
through the latticed window and fall upon
my wmother's picture. How much young-
er, how much fairer she looked, than the
child who gazed upon her. The bright
lips seemed parted, as if just about to
speak, and you could scem to see the
young-light on her brow, the joy-light in
her cye. “Such and so beautiful will she
smile on me in heaven,” I murmured, as
I gazed. Then I drew from my bosom
another face. I always wore the locket
Reginald had hung about my neck, but it
was & year since I had suffered myself to
look upon his features. I opened it now.
My heart was very calm. No rebellious
longings disturbed it; no tide of paseion
agitated its tranquil waters. I looked up-
on his pictured face, with its happy, beam-
ing smile, but as the semblance of one
whom I should see in heaven. At that
moment I heard a step in the hall. It
quickened my pulses, as T had not thought
sound of carth ever could. The door open-
ed, and Reginald Percy was on his knees
beside me. He drew me to his bosom,
and kissed me ns in other days. But I
sprang from his arms.

“Reginald,” I said, “‘cousin Reginald,
is this right 7 You forget what is due to
me, and still more, what is due to anoth-
ar.!l

“Isa,” he answered, with reproachful
sadness, “‘could I do this? Have I not
always respected you as fully as I have
loved you?  You tcld me I might seek
you here, when trouble came upon me,
and you would share it. I have come to
claim your promise. I have no wife !”

“Is Marion dead !’ I asked, turning
pale and shuddering,

«Worse then that, Isa, Death would
have been o merey. Tama divorced man.’

Iy that right, Reginald 2"

“For one cauvse, yes ! And I had such
fearful, disgraceful cause, as I pray heay-
en may never come to your pure ears. Isa,
T have no right to ask you to marry s di-
vorood man, but oh, if you would but be

| from wy vow ; that I had no right to im-
molate your happiness and my own. 1
did not love Marion Illsley, and I should
never have married her. Perhaps, had
her husband loved her more, she nover
would have fallen.  Oh, may heaven for-
give me, for my sing have been terrible !

“And would you wed me now in spite
of all?” I asked, smiling through my
tears.

“Would I? my beautiful! I would give
life itself to cull you wmine, Oh, Tsa, you
ought to hate me.  Clan you love me

My only answer was the word—¢\ait.”

I went hurriedly up-stairs, and return-
ing, placed in his hand my mother's mar-
riage certificate and my father's letter. He
grew pale as death while he read them,
and laying them down, he ejaculated—

“Giood heavens, Isa, when did these
come to your knowledge ¥

“It will be six years ago, in three weeks!”

“And you mnever told me! Oh, Isy,
can I forgive you? You might have saved
me then! Tt was befure my engagement
to poor Marion.”

“No, Reginall, T had secn a notice of
your engagement in the morning paper,
before I found them, and that is why I
did not tell you."”

“That notice, Isa, was a base fabrica-
tion, putin, as T learncd afterwards, by
the lady’s friends. Marion secmed very
much hurt about it, and this was one of
the greatest reasous I married her. I fear-
ed her reputation might suffer, and I dov
believe she loved we then, as well as such
o woman can love. Alas, Isa, now your
birth is established and you are legal mis-
tross of the Hutchinson estate, T canuot,
I dure not, ask you to shadow your bright
path with the gloom, whercin my feet
must walk. I must give you up. And
yet God knows it is bitter. I had built
such hopes on this last meeting."”

“And why not?” T felt the old sun-
shine stealing back to my face, as I asked
thé question.

He looked at me wildly.

“Isa,” he said, “Isa, you would not
trifle with me, it i8 not in your nature.
Such as I am, will you trust me? Will
you be my wife 7"’

“Yes !”

“And Bell's mother?”

“Yey "

Oh, I cannot write about that hour. It
was too pure—too bright. I was his own
at last. He cuught me passionately to
his bosom. Ile murmured blessings over
me—he rained kisses upon my brow—he
called me a thousand times his wife, his
angel, his own through all.

The next day we were married. Regi-
nald was an impatient lover. Our wed-
ding was a very quiet one. Good, kind
Dr. Mimilton gave me away, and the cler-
gyman’s blue-cyed daughters were wy
bridesmaids. Three months afterward I
was in Paris with my husband. He was
sent for to o miserable attic, and the crum-
bled note which summoned him was sigu-
ed “Marion.”” 1 accompanied him, and
standing over that dying bed, I learned the
beautiful meaning of that petition in the
Lord's Prayer—*Forgive us our trespass-
es, us we forgive those who trespass aguinst
us.” '

The ‘roses of Provence are blooming
now upon the grave of the outeast peni-
tent. Her denth-slecp is calm and tran-
quil. Two lovely, dark-eyed children cling
to my knees and call me “Mother,” und
with them comes ever my older darling,
poor Marion Illsley’s child, lifting to my
face in a sweet confidence the untroubled
azure of her cloudless eyes. My husband,
my Reginald, is drawing away my paper,
and pulling my pen from my fingers, The
sun is going down, trailing after him the
lengthening robe of his glory, and I must
go out upon the terrace to watch the young
moon rise.

_——— e —— — ——
“Ned, who is that girl Isaw you walking
with?”’
“Mis Hogg."”
“Hogg, Hogg—well she's to be piltied
for having such a namo.”
“So I think,” rejoined Ned. “I pitied

sho is going to take it presently.”

Goneral Intelligenct.

her so much that I offered her mine, and

e

‘I;o; ' Smart for. a Hechamc

How often do we hear the exclawation
made in reference to a youthful prodigy,
by a fond parent, when speaking of an idol-
ized son—“Too smart for a Mechanie” —
und so straightway a profession is Lit upon
fur the wonderful Jad, who is too smart for
a trade.

In the course of our life, and you know
we are an “Ol Mun,” we have observed
numbers of these great youths, whom their
fathers have wade Preachers, Lawyers,
Dootors, ete., and have very frequently
seen them prove complete failures ; not at
all competent to shine in any profession,
but foreed to dwindle out their days in
shoving jack plane, s rough carpenters, or
digging post holes, a3 common duy labor-
ars ; their fumilies, if they have any, sof-
fering for the very neeessaries of life ; and
all this becausc they were too smart to
learn regular trades, at which a competen-
cy might be wade.

If there is anything that has ever been
a curse to this country, it is these men
thrown upon the community without means
of subsistence to support thewselves, and
no trade to go to, when their parents who
have hitherto supported them, drop off,
leaving them as o legaey, the miscrablo
retrospection of the past, without one dol-
lar for the coming future.

We have known men who have went to
school pearly all their lives, in consequence
of the opinion entertained by their parents,
that they were to become prodigies in some
one of the professions, who have acquired
superior educations, by dint of hard knocks
and intense study; who have almost stary-
ed for a day’s victuals, because they kuew
nothing of the world, lad never come in
contact with it, had never went through
an apprenticeship, had never gradudted,
amid its hardships and privations. They
had always been taught to look upon them-
selves, us a little lower than the angels,
and that it would never require scarce an
effort on their pari to get through the
world with honor and credit.

Tt is this growing evilof rearing children
for gentleman and ladies, in the incorrect
meaning of these much abussd words which
will tend more to the ruin of our country
than anything clse.

To those who would rear their children
prosperous and happy when they are tot.
tcrfng to the tomb, we would say, give
them trades; let shem learn some one of
the useful and honorable avocations of life;
and if they have intellect for other callings,
for the professions, depend upon it, they
will soon find it out themselves, and the
fact of their having a trade, will never re-
tard their progress toward distinction and
eminence, but only tend to make their
fame more lasting, and their virtues shine
out more apparent.

Agnin, we say, give your children trades

they are capable of becoming good work-
men, a8 mechanics, they stand far better
chanco of succeeding in any of the learned
professions.

The brightest intellects our country ev-
er knew, arose to their distinetion from
the workshop of the mechanie, and they
were not ashamed to say they, were once
mechanics themselves, but gloried in the
appellation.— Cincinnati Home Journal.

Official information b as been reecivedat
W ashington, thet the state of siege in Cu-

the 12th of February.

ton provides for his brethren.

lines. A
“Thie enstern sages shall come in'
With messages of geate.”

reading out in a loud voice:
“The suttern stages shall eome in
Wiith sansages snd chessol”

with an education, clas<cal, if you like, if

ba its islets and adjucent bays, as welk as
the blockade of all the coust, has besw rhis-

ed. This siege has existed upwards of |
three months, having been proelaimed on forever on being led, and you have no idea

John Carroll has been removed from
the post office at Somcerset, Perry County,
Ohio, and Charles Fider, & Roman Catho-
lie, has been appointed in his place. Car<
roll is o Peonsylvania Dewocrat, but was
suspeoted of being & Know Nothing. The
Catholic Postmaster General at Washing-

A Lupronous Mistame-=A short-
sighted deacon recently, in giving out a
hymn to be sung, when hecamo to the

put the audience in & roar of laughter by
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DON'T DEPEND ON FATHER.
Stand up here, young man, and et us
talk to you—you have trusted alone to the
contents of “father’s purse” or to his fair
fome for your influence or success in bisi-
ness, Think you that “father’ has at-
tained to cminence in his profession but
by unwearied industry? or that he has
amassed a fortune lonestly, without ener-
gy or activity? You should know that
the faculty requisite for the acquiring of
fame and fortune, is essential to; nay in-
seperable from the retaining of either of
these? Suppose that “father’ has tho
“rocks” in abundanee; if you neverearned
anything for him, you have no more busi-
ness with those “rocks” than a gosling with
a tortoise, and if he allows you to meddle
with them till you have carned their value
by your own industry, lie perpetrates uu-
told mischief. And if the old gentlemau
is lavish of Lis cash towards you, while Le
allows you to idle uway your time, you'd
better leave lim, yes tun away, sooner
than be made an imbeeile or & scoundrel
through so corrupting an influence. Soon-
eror luter you must learn to rely on your
own resources, or youwill not be anybody.
If you bad never belped yourself at all, if
you have become idle, if you have caten
father's bread and butter, and pmoked
father’s cigars, aud cut a swell in father's
buggy, and tried to put on father's influ-
ence and reputation, you might rather have
been a poor canal buy, the son of a chim-
ney sweep, or & boot black—and indeed we
would not swap with you the situation of &
poor, helf-starved motherless calf?  Miser-
able objects you are, to depend upon your
purents, pluying gentleman, (aliss dandy
loafers) Whatin the pame of common’
sense are you thinking of. Wakoe up there!
(o to work with either your hands or brains
or both, and be something! Don't mere-
ly have it to boast of thit you have grown
in “father’s” house—that you have vegeta-
ted as other greenhorns! but let folks know
that you count one,

Come, off with your ¢oat, clinch the
saw, the plow-handle, the scythe, the axe,
the pick-axc, the spade—anything that will
enable you to stir your blood! Fly round
aud tear your jacket ratber than be the
passive receipient of the old gentlewon's
bounty! Sooner than play the dandy at
dad’s expense hire yourself out to some po-
tatoe patch, let yourself to stop hog-holes,
or watch the bars; and whem you think
yourself entitled to a resting spell doit on
your own hook.—If you bave no othey
means of having fun of yoar own, buy
with your earnings, an empty barrel, and
put your head into it and holler, or getin-
to it and roll down hill; don't for pity's
sake make thejold gentlemen furnish cvery-
thing, and you live at your ease: )
Look about you, you well-dressed suiooth
faced, do-nothing drones? Who are they
that have wealth and influence in socicty?
are they those that havedepended alone on
the oldgent leman’s purse? or are they
those that have climbed their way to their
position by their own industry and emer-
gy! True, the old gentleman'’s funds, cr
personal influence, may seeure you the
forms of respect, but let him lose his prop-
erty, or die, aud what are you? A mis-
erable fledgling-==abunch offlesh and bones
that nceds to be taken care of. _
Again we say, wake up—get up in the
morning—turn round, af least twise beforo
breakfast—help' the old man—give him'
now and then ' geberous lift in business—
learn how, take the lead and don't depend

breathe a now atmosphere, possess & new
frame, tread'> new carth, wake to a new
destiny, and you' may then begin to aspire
to manhood. Take off, tMen, that rivg

shave your upper lip, Wipe your nose, hold
up your head;” and by all means, neyer
aguin eat the bréad of idleness, nor depend
on your father Wk
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how the disvipline will benefit you. Do’
this; and our word for it, you will seem to’

from your lilly finger; bresk your cang,
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